CATS

LKS CHATS.    A Rotterdam, chex Jean Daniel Semany

AN  accomplished lady of my acquaintance  tells
me that she is preparing an anthology of the cat.
This announcement has reminded me of one of the
oddest   and   most   entertaining    volumes   in   my
library.   People who collect prints of the eighteenth
century know  an  engraving  which  represents  a
tom-cat, rampant, holding up an oval portrait of
a gentleman and standing, in order to do so, on a
volume.   The volume is Les Chats, the book before
us, and the portrait is that of the author, the amiable
and amusing Augustin  Paradis  de  Moncrif.    He
was the son of English, or more probably of Scotch
parents settled in Paris, where he was born in 1687.
All we know of his earlier years is to be found in
a single sparkling page of d'Alembert, who makes
Moncrif float out of obscurity like the most elegant
of   iridescent   bubbles.    He   was   handsome   and
seductive, turned a copy of verses with the best of
gentlemen, but was particularly distinguished by
the art with which he purveyed little dramas for
the amateur stage,  then so much in fashion in
France.   Somebody  said   of  him,   when  he  was
famous as the laureate of the cats, that he had
risen in life by never scratching, by always having
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